
The T ragedie of Richard D .of 

He might hatie kept chat glorie till this day* 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed, 

And grac’d thy poore fire with his bridall days 
Then that fun-fhine bred a fhowre for him, 

Which wafiit his fathers fortunes out of Fraunce, 

And hcapt feditions on his crowne at home. 

For what hath mou’d thefe tumults but thy pride? 

Hadft thou bin meeke,our title yet had flepe, 

A nd we in pittie of the gentle King, 

Had fliptour chime vntill an other age. 

George. Rut when we faw our Sommer brought the gainc, 
And that the harueft brought vs no encrcafe. 

We fet the axe to thy vfurping roote: 

And though the edge haue fomthing hit our felucs. 

Yet know thou, we will neucr ceafc to ftrike. 

Till wc haue hewen thee downe, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw* And in this refolution I defie thee. 

Not willing any longer conference. 

Since thou denied: the gentle King to fpeake. 

Sound trumpetSjiec our blouddiccollours waue. 

And either vi<ftoric,orelfe a grauc, 

Quecne. S t a i e Ed\X>ard, ft a i e, 

Edvp. Hence wrangling, worn an Jle no longer ftaic. 
Thy words will coft ten thoufand liues to day. 

Exeunt Omnes. osihrmes. 

Enter WarWicfsg. 

TVar. Screfpent with toilers runners with the race, 

I lay me downe a litle while to breath, 

For ftrokes receiu\l,and many blowes repaide, 

Hathrobde my {bong knit fine wes oftheirftrength. 

And force per force needcs mull: I yceld my felfe. 

Enter Edmrd. 

Edty. Smile gentle heauens,or ftrike vngentle death, 
That we may die,vniefle we gaine the daic. 

What fatal 1 ftarre malignant frownes from heauen, 

Vpon the barmlefte line of Tcrkgs true houfe/ 

Enter George % 

George. 


Jorktj'avd Benrie thefixt. 

Geor. Come brother, convicts to the geld againe, 

For yet thcres hope enough to win the daict 
Then let vs backeto cheere our fainting croopes. 

Left they retire now we haue left the field. 

War. How now my Lords? what hap,what hope o good 

Enter Richard running. 

Rick A h VBarmck?, yyhy haft thou withdrawne thy f-ire; 
Thy nobic father in the thick eft throngs, 

Cride (Fill for Warwick* his thrice valient fonne, 

Vntill with thoufand fwords he was befet, 

And manic wouudes made in his aged breft: 

And as he totering fate vpon his fteedc> 

He waft his hand to me and cried aloud 5 
‘Richard, commend me to my valient fonne. 

And ftill he cried, Warwick? rcuenge my death, 

And with thofe words he tumbled of his horfc. 

And fo the noble Sdsburie gauc vp the Ghoft. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with his bloud. 

He kill my horfe becaufe I will not flic: 

And heere to God of heauen 1 make a vow, 

Neuer to pafle from forth this bloody field. 

Till I am full reuenged for his death. 

£d\v . Lord Warwick?, 1 doc bende my knees with thine, 
And in that vow, now ioyne my foulc to thee. 

Thou fetter vp and puller downe of Kinges, 

Vouchfafe a gentle vi&orie to vs. 

Or let vs die before we ioofc {he d ay. 

< jeorg . Then let vs hafte to cheare the Soifidiers harts. 

And call them pillers that will ftandto vs, 

And highly gromife to remunerate 
Theirtruftie feruice, in thefe dangerous warres. 

Rich . Come, come away,and ftand not to debate,, 

For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 

Brothers, giue me your handles, and let vs part. 

And take our leaues, vntill We mecte againe. 

Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth. 

Now I that neuer wept,nowmcit in woe. 

To fee thefe dire miftiaps continue fo. Warwick? farewell. 

Pa, ' War, 
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